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July the seventh, nineteen forty-one, he had to go away, 

We went along to take him to the bus, and say 

Good-bye to him, and see him off with many other boys, 

Some didn’t seem to mind it, yea, even to enjoy 

The excitement of departing to a future they didn’t know, 

And others took it hard to leave their home and go. 

 

The induction center was Camp Custer a few days, 

Then Fort Bragg, North Carolina became his station place, 

From there he moved to Florida to Blanding Fort, 

Then came the time he had to leave this country and go forth, 

Great Britain was the place where he must go, 

He liked it there; he saw much he never saw before, although 

The good old U.S.A. he liked not even to compare. 

 

From England he was shipped to Africa’s north shore 

To be made ready for action and still be trained some more. 

It was there where real action was soon to appear, 

It was there that he was called to take his part, not mere 

In maneuvers but in fighting the very Germans indeed. 

It was in February, forty-two, in Tunisia where Rommel with speed 

Surrounded our troops, took them captive away, 

To bring them through Italy to Germany to stay. 

 

Our son was one of the captives, who was sent over there, 

Twenty months now he’s been there, and where 

He must stay till our troops liberate him some day, 

Or when the enemy is ready to quit and to say, 

It’s enough, which day we hope may soon be here, 

When he may be released from prison and from fear, 

And we may see him back, then surely we’ll know  

How they were treated in prison camp, 

Although He writes, they have it fairly good and he is well. 

 

Of course, there is much what he would like, but cannot tell, 

He can correspond with homefolks and with kin, 

And we can send letters and also parcels to him. 

Most of the mail reaches its destination all right, 

Of course, the restrictions of the censor are tight. 

The Red Cross plays in this war an important role, 

To help them keep together their body and their soul. 

An eleven pound package they weekly receive, 



Which is with their ration for sure a relief. 

 

The Y.M.C.A. furnishes material to read, 

And recreation equipment to their essential need. 

A library they have with many a good book, 

They can find there the kind wherefore they look. 

That’s the way they make use of the  time they have off, 

And time for themselves they have more than enough. 

They have made also a church where Sundays they go, 

To worship the Lord, to sing praises, and so  

Have their faith strengthened, and be comforted too. 

 

They must all do their part, and they all gladly do, 

A man of their own is their chaplain and leads 

Them in serving the Lord, and together they pray, 

That God may send soon the deliverance day. 

We are thankful that God has made it so well 

And we trust that He is able to care, and He shall 

Also in the future not leave nor forsake 

Them who trust and seek comfort and make 

 

Him to their helper, and trust never in man 

Who is just a creature, and always just can 

Perform God’s will, and be a tool in His hand 

That holds for rulers and people from every land. 

Therefore we commit him, and our other young men 

To Jehovah our God, let His will be and then 

All will be well, what way it may be 

Give Lord that Thy hand we always may see. 
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